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parently without life. She breathed, yes! she breathed.
That large eye opened, and darkened into light. She gazed
around with an air of vacancy, A smile, a faint, sweet
smile, played upon her face. She slightly stretched her
beautiful frame, as if again to feel her existence, and moved
her beautiful arms, as if to try whether she yet retained
power over her limbs. Again she smiled, and exclaiming,
4 Contarini!' threw them round my neck.

t O, my Alceste! my long-promised Alceste, you are in-
deed mine/

* I am yours, Oontarini!'

CHAPTER XV.

WE walked to the temple, m ordex that she might compose
herself before her journey. I sat down in the same chair,
but not alone. Happiness is indeed tranquil; for our joy was
full, and we were silent. At length I whispered to her
that we must go. "We rose, and were about to leave the
temple, when she would go back and press her lips on my
inscription.

She remembered the maid, whom I had forgotten. I
sent Tita to tell his friend that a carriage had arrived from
Madame Malbrizzi's for Alceste, who was obliged suddenly
to return, and that she was to remain behind. 1 wrapped
Alcest6 in my cloak and placed her in the carriage, and
then returned to Venice.

The gondola glided swiftly to my palace. I carried
Alceste" out, and bore her to her apartment. She entreated
that I would not quit her. I was obliged, therefore, to re-
ceive Lausanne's report at the door. There was no vessel
immediately about to depart, but a ship had quitted the
port that morning for Candia, and was still beating about